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been there not saying a thing . . . and what was they doin', all
silent like? That's what I asks meself. . ., Didn't 'ave to vise my eyes
to know as they was there. , . . S'pose they was just lookin.
Well, I only 'opes they was.. . , Though it don't matter to me."

My father asked some questions which I could not properly hear.
He did not raise his voice, but spoke in his normal slow drawl
Every now and then he used some word of local dialect, stressing it
in an odd sort of way. Those parts of his talk I understood better
than the rest. He had become once more the master who has no
need to shout, who can make himself feared by the turn of an in-
flexion. He interrupted my stepmother, cutting her short in the
middle of a sentence.

"Let me finish what I have to say to Vignotte."

It was not an argument, not even a discussion, but a summing-up.
When my father had finished speaking, I heard no more save the
trumpeting sound made by Vignotte when he blew his nose. Then
my stepmother opened the door, and 1 had only just time to get
out of the way. She never so much as glanced at me. With her
garden hat stuck well at the back of her head, her hands concealed in
white mittens, she reached the hall, took a parasol and went down
the front steps, looking not so much angry as plunged in thought. I
learned shortly afterwards from my sister that our father had just
shown some of the firmness which had marked him in the old days,
but which we children had quite forgotten.

He had apparently given in to his wife to the extent of forbidding
Middle, not only to go to Baluzac, but to exchange letters with
Jean. I was staggered to learn that this ruling was to apply to me as
welL As a safeguard against its possible violation, our father con-
fiscated our bicycles for the time being. Sister Scholastique, the
Superior of the Free School, who was under a sense of considerable
obligation to my parents, was to be asked to superintend Mich&e's
studies during the holidays, when she would have a certain amount
of time at her disposal. Actually, my father did not suspect his
young daughter, and told her as much, kissing her tenderly. But he
knew how merciless the people round Larjuzon could be, and wished
to protect her against possible gossip. The whole affair, therefore,